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This  morning  — 

In  a mad  search  for  one  something  or  other  — 
Someone  opened  the  trunk  in  the  attic 
At  207  Oak  Street. 

Sudden  scents  of  lavendars  and  grays 
And  mustiness  were  everywhere, 

Invading  the  bustle  of  the  household. 

Black  crackled  pictures  mock  their  subjects, 

Long  gone. 

Once  sacred  diaries  of  the  heat  of  moments 
Turned  ice-cold.  Skeletal  pages. 

Seemingly  petrified  spidery  lace 
Crumbles  at  a sigh. 

Warm  sighs  of  dormant  souls 
Emit  from  their  captivity. 

Their  dank  breath  fills  the  air 
Until 

This  afternoon  someone  opened  the  door  of  the  house 
At  207  Oak  Street. 

And  then  turned  away. 

Nothing  there  to  see,  but  old  sheets. 

Rooms  gone  stale  with  dead  air. 

Dust,  and 
Cobwebs. 


Jennifer  Bleuel 


ALMOST  PARADISE 

Glen  Girlando 


Wispy  puffy  fluffy  clouds 
Float  on  by 

Suspended  weightlessly  in  free  space 

As  underneath 

Joyous  birds 

Call  out  to  each  other 

Singing 

Almost  timelessly 
Through  cool  crisp  fresh 
Early  morning  air. 

Majestic  awesome  breathless  mountains 

Almost  forever  in  time 

Give  one  a sense 

Of  rock  solid  earth 

Casting  their  shadows 

Over  the  veiled  valley. 

Preciously  cautiously  delicately 
A doe  and  two  fauns 
Amble  out 

Into  the  beginning  of  light 
Moving  toward 

The  bubbling  mist-shrouded  stream 

Which  rolls  on  and  on 

Almost  endlessly 

Carefree  carving  its  niche 

Into  the  valley  floor 

Water  at  its  purest. 

Orange-red  sparkling  brilliance 

A ball  of  fiery  heat 

In  the  not-so-far  distance 

Peaks  its  almost  infinite  face  out 

From  behind  the  crown 

Of  a mountain  ridge 

The  birth 

Of  a new  and  glorious  day 
Over  Almost-Paradise, 

Poor  confined  man 
Searching  for 
Total  Paradise. 
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ILLINOIS 

Don  A.  Slavicek 


Swatting  bees 
At  clover 
Breezed, 

Stifling  July 
In  well-buttered 
Ample  prairies, 

Hazy 

And  cornsweet 
Kernel-yellow, 

And  buckling 
Hillgreen, 

Blown  with  new  wheat. 
And  sprays 

Of  red-winged  blackbird 

In  the  marsh, 

rive  red 

On  willows 

And  midland  corn. 


SEASON 

William  J.  Riley 


Jessica  Romero 


Golden  leaves  now  rustle  their  soft  wan  song, 
After  Summer’s  long  hot  day; 

Memories  of  Spring  now  all  but  gone, 

Winter  . . . , on  its  way 

Autumn,  in  red  and  ochre  hues. 

Now  splashed  across  the  land. 

Awaits  the  ever  colder  Blues, 

Of  Winter’s  frosted  hand. 

Ah,  but  now,  this  season  seems. 

To  savour  the  lingering  light. 

And  dream  again  Summer’s  dreams. 

Before  the  long  cold  night. 

The  land,  still,  in  expectant  wait. 

Unborn  to  the  whitening  snow. 

Pauses  now  in  Autumn’s  slower  gait. 

Before  Winter’s  icy  blow; 

And  remembers  the  Songs,  quieting  now. 

Of  beaches  and  soft  blue  days. 

Where  children  played,  and  Lovers  sang. 

In  Summer’s  easy  ways. 
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The  Start 

Michael  McAninch 


Cold  and  forbidding,  it  stretches  out  before  me.  Walled  in  on  both 
sides  by  the  uncrossable  lines,  alone  and  pinned  in,  I ready  myself  for 
the  hell  about  to  come.  I glance  down.  There  is  a number  three,  and  I 

am  now  that  three.  My  name,  to  the  man  with  the  gun,  is  Lane  Three. 

He  knows  me  as  no  other.  “Sweats  off,  gentlemen,”  he  screams  with 
impatience.  I remove  my  sweats  slowly  in  my  normal  routine,  for  it  is 
bad  luck  to  do  it  differently.  “Hurry  up,  three,  we  don’t  have  all  day,” 
nags  the  gruff  voice  of  the  starter.  “Screw  you,”  I think  to  myself  as  I 
finish  my  task  and  take  my  place  behind  the  blocks.  Beads  of  sweat 
start  to  appear  on  my  forehead  as  the  adrenalin  pumps  through  my 
veins.  My  mind  is  now  blank.  “Take  your  marks.”  Unconsciously,  I drop 
to  a knee.  Reaching  back  with  my  left  foot,  I don’t  stop  at  the  footrest, 
but  I continue  past  it  and  stretch  my  leg  out.  Then  my  foot  directs 
itself  to  the  footrest,  and  my  left  knee  comes  to  rest  on  the  icy  surface 
of  the  track.  My  right  leg  follows  in  the  same  methodic  steps,  until  the 
icy  sensation  is  felt  in  both  knees.  With  my  feet  set  in  the  blocks,  I 

straighten  up  and  look  down  the  forbidding  track  in  front  of  me.  Sys- 

tematically I brush  the  gravel  and  dirt  from  my  hands  and  tuck  my 
chain  in  my  shirt.  My  mind  is  blank.  My  hands  then  find  their  mark  in 
well-rehearsed  fashion.  Now  the  ice  of  the  track  is  in  them  as  well. 
Humped  over  and  ready,  my  head  comes  up.  Quickly  my  eyes  find  the 
gun:  that  all  important  gun.  More  sweat  appears.  “Set.”  My  muscles 
tense.  The  right  leg  straightens  itself  out.  Coiled  like  a snake  about  to 
strike,  I wait.  I am  no  longer  looking  at  the  gun,  but  instead  straight 
down.  I will  rely  on  my  hearing,  for  now  I can  hear  nothing  else  but  the 
sound  of  the  gun.  More  sweat  appears.  The  walls  tower  up  on  each  side 
of  me.  My  mind  is  blank.  The  icy  sensation  now  courses  through  my 
whole  body.  I am  ready  to  explode.  Listen,  listen,  listen  for  that  one 
blast.  My  heart  beats  faster.  More  sweat  appears.  My  mind  is  blank.  The 
gun  sounds. 


TOM  SWIFT  IN  HELL 

Timothy  Craig 

Angels,  please  bear  with  me.  I created 
in  my  boyhood  an  accretion  of  black  air 
as  a substitute  for  night,  but  now  no  such 
emergency  arises  but  the  damned 
intelligent  forethought  that  renders  heroes 
unnecessary.  I produced  a chest 
containing  in  itself  successively 
smaller,  very  perfect  reproductions 
of  itself  down  to  a point  where  they  became 
intangible,  a labor  which  I here 
continue  with  invisible  utensils! 

I made  cigarettes  which,  smoked,  remained  the  same 
length,  an  electric  girl  with  hair  the  color 
of  unpainted  model  airplanes  and  with  bones 
no  less  delicate.  I was  never  unaware 
of  a “sphinx-like  inscrutability”  in  my 
manservant  as  his  years  of  bondage  drew 

to  a finish. 

Illumined  less  by  insight  than  by  beauty 
and  tired  at  last  of  all  my  incarnations 
(The  little  they  believe  in  isn’t  true!), 

I had  a poker  hand  so  good  it  hurt, 
when  all  the  other  players  were  flat  broke. 
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Pretty  Lady 

Ruth  Young 


I was  six  years  old  and  on  my  way  home  from  school,  in  Wyo- 
ming. I had  to  tinkle  so  badly  that  I sat  down  on  a big  rock,  and  my 
sister  ran  by  me.  She  didn’t  like  me,  anyway.  My  brother  ran  past  me, 
when  I told  him  I had  to  tinkle,  and  he  said,  “That’s  something  you 
have  to  do  by  yourself!” 

I continued  to  sit  on  the  rock.  I didn’t  know  what  to  do.  I didn’t 
want  to  wet  my  pants!  I looked  around.  There  was  a lot  of  cactus  and 
sagebrush  as  far  as  I could  see.  Now,  I didn’t  want  to  sit  on  the  cactus, 
and  the  sagebrush  was  dry  and  had  stickers.  Then,  I saw  a house,  not 
too  far  awav.  It  looked  like  a nice  house.  I went  over  to  it  and  knocked 
on  the  door. 

“Come  in,”  called  a voice,  but  no  one  opened  the  door.  So,  I 
knocked  again. 

The  voice  called,  “The  door’s  open.  Come  in.”  I walked  into  a 
very  beautiful  room,  with  red  curtains,  red  velvet  cushions  and  even  a 
red  carpet. 

So,  I called  out,  “Where  is  everyone?”  The  same  voice  chuckled 
and  laughed.  I walked  over  to  where  the  voice  came  from.  In  a small 
separate  room  was  a big  cage  with  a green  parrot.  He  said  some  nasty 
words,  and  I said,  “I  don’t  see  anyone.” 

He  squawked.  “The  girls  are  upstairs  taking  a nap.” 

I went  back  into  the  big  room.  By  that  time  I was  getting  very 
nervous.  I looked  around  at  the  beautiful  pictures.  Then,  I saw  a beauti- 
ful lady  coming  down  the  stairs.  She  wore  a black,  silk  dress.  The  tap 
part  was  lace.  You  could  see  her  underwear!  She  had  a lot  of  rings  on 
her  fingers  and  beads  around  her  neck.  She  had  a lot  of  curls  up  on  top 
of  her  head  and  wore  a large  tortoise-shell  comb  to  hold  them  in  place. 
I know  it  was  tortoise-shell  because  it  was  just  like  the  one  Papa  gave  to 
Mama. 

The  lady  said,  “What  do  you  want,  little  girl?” 

I said,  “I  have  to  tinkle!” 

She  took  me  to  another  room  where  a black  lady  came.  The 
pretty  lady  told  her  what  I wanted.  She  laughed  and  brought  out  a 
potty.  I never  saw  a potty  like  that!  It  looked  like  china  from  a table.  It 
had  beautiful,  red  roses  all  around  it!  It  was  too  beautiful  to  use  — but 
I did  anyway. 

Later,  in  the  big  room,  the  black  lady  brought  in  cocoa  and 
cookies.  The  lady  sat  near  me  and  asked,  “Whose  little  girl  are  you?” 

“I’m  Ty’s  little  girl.  I’m  his  daughter,”  I answered  with  pride. 

“Oh,  we  know  Ty!”  she  said  as  she  got  up,  turned  and  reached  for 
my  coat.  “It’s  getting  late.  Your  mother  may  worry.”  I politely  thanked 
her  and  said,  “Goodbye.” 

When  I reached  home,  my  mother  met  me.  She  had  been  worried! 
“IPhere  have  you  been?\” 

I told  h er,  “I  had  to  go  potty  so  bad!  Sister  ran  home,  and 
Brother  wouldn’t  stop  either!  I went  over  to  that  big  house,  over  there.” 
I pointed. 

“You  whatl?,”  she  yelled. 


“I  went  over  to  that  lady’s  house.  She’s  real  nice!  She’s  real 
nice!,”  I cried.  “The  black  lady  brought  me  cookies  and  cocoa,  and  you 
know.  Mama,  at  first,  I thought  the  black  lady  was  Tola,  and  she  let  me 
use  her  potty  with  roses  all  around  it!” 

Mama  grabbed  me  by  the  shoulders  and  shook  me.  “If  I ever  hear 
you  going  near  that  place  again,  I’ll  turn  you  over  my  knee  and  blister 
your  behind!” 

Just  then.  Papa  came  in.  Mama  told  me  to  go  upstairs  to  bed, 
before  I could  say  a word  to  Papa.  On  the  way  up,  I heard  her  scream, 
“How  could  you  bring  us  out  to  this  God  forsaken  land!  Do  you  know 
what  your  children  are  doing?  Is  this  the  way  you  want  to  raise  your 
boys  and  girls?  Do  you  know  where  your  little  girl  has  been  today?” 

“No,”  he  answered. 

“Well,  she’s  been  over  to  that  McCarthy  house,”  she  bellowed. 

He  laughed  and  laughed. 

I hurried  on  and  got  into  bed,  covering  my  head  with  my  pillow.  I 
heard  the  door  slam,  and  all  was  quiet. 

As  I was  falling  asleep,  I thought  to  myself,  “She  was  a nice  lady 
and  wasn’t  that  potty  beautiful!  Oh,  I wish  we  had  one!” 


Robin  Osmond 
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CHASING  RABBITS 

Jennifer  Bleuel 


When  we  were  small, 

We’d  chase  rabbits  in  the  garden. 

Running  through  the  fields, 

The  elusive  white  tails 

Were  always  just  out  of  our  reach. 

Though  we  wouldn’t  have  known  what  to  do 
Had  we  caught  one. 

Even  if  our  hopes  were  fairy  tales, 

I loved  those  days  of  chasing  rabbits. 

Under  the  fences 
And  through  the  brush. 

We  always  escaped  to  the  cool  of  the  barn 
Just  before  the  rain. 

But  then  one  day, 

I caught  hold  of  a rabbit  in  the  ivy. 

It  was  soft  and  warm. 

But  it  squealed  when  I hurt  it. 

I hurt  it 

Because  it  wasn’t  supposed  to  be  like  that. 

Now  the  days  and  I are  cold, 

And  I sit  and  remember. 

And  I try  to  decide 

If  the  greater  punishment  lies  in 

Knowing  that  the  chasing  of  rabbits  is  worthless 

Or 

Wanting  to  chase  them 
Still. 


Maribeth  Roskam 

Kid 

Kathleen  Keenan 


She  used  to  go  for  the 

Winners  in  the  Bubble  Gum  Machine,  yellow  and  black  striped 
dreams,  like  marbles  shot  into  air;  they  were  worth  a dime  from  the 
store-owner,  and  she  won,  once,  traded  it  for  six  thin  pieces  of  salami 
that  she  ate  on  her  walk  home,  the  sausagey  taste  fermented  in  the  bag 
by  the  sun,  stayed  on  her  breath  all  day  long,  that  was  part  of  why  she 
bought  it;  it  was  something  she  could  count  on,  something  that  never 
went  away  no  matter  how  hard  you  tried  to  get  rid  of  it  — that  was 
part  of  why  she  always  respected  garlic,  the  steadfastness  of  the  thing, 
the  commitment,  if  you  ate  it,  you  had  to  be  prepared  to  live  with  it  . . . 
It  was  the  same  sort  of  feeling  when  she  had  Cracker  Jack,  the  ritual 
of  searching  for  the  cellophaned  surprise  scrunched  down  at  the  bottom 
with  the  candied  nuts,  stickied  fingers  peeling  open  little  pocketed  trea- 
sures of  miniature  tic-tac-toes,  plastic  men  with  punch  in  sockets  con- 
necting their  arms,  legs  to  themselves,  tatoos  you’d  lick  and  they’d 
decorate  your  arms  for  days,  stain  your  tongue  ...  If  you  were  to  ask 
me,  and  no  one  ever  did,  why  I loved  those  hours  spent  for  days  on  the 
floor,  cross-legged,  playing  with  fish  bowls,  turtles  complete  with  plastic 
houses,  tiny  tropical  trees,  and  always,  always,  being  allowed  the-ease-to 
muddle  on,  puddle  on,  through  childhood,  doing  as  I pleased,  pleased  at 
the  doing,  the  “newing,”  the  definition  of  the  day  disappearing  into  the 
magic,  the  dreaminess,  the  adventure,  that  was  my  life. 


PRAIRIE  LIGHT  RE  VIEW  13 


!□  □IDDIQ  OIDDIO  □l□□IO  UlDala  nlDOlQQlD 


BLACK  HAIR 

Hector  Mirande 


When  I had  black  hair  I did  black-haired  things 

sweet  arrogance,  undomesticated 

not  yet  immersed  in  the  rank  sweat  of  limitation 

Socializing  bit  and  halter,  real 

as  the  tendon  rendering,  stale  breath  of  age 

not  quite  crushing,  not  yet  snuffing  the  desperate  gait 

When  I had  black  hair  I knew  black-haired  things 
not  knowing  that  I was,  one  glimpse  ever  wasted 
for  the  lie  of  future,  of  the  more  appropriate  time 

Gray  alibis  clothed  in  eloquence 
garbed  in  purple  ever  Royal 

wisdom  with  the  mask  of  doing  or  at  least  of  having  done 
When  I had  black  hair  I remembered  black-haired  things 


Mark  Puc 


jicaiuGiaola  nicaioGic 


the  dwindling 

Larry  Turner 


If  my  vision 
is  grander 
more  daring 
than  yours, 

it  is  because  I grew  up 
on  an  earth 

where  blue  whales  swam, 
you  ? 

on  a smaller 
meaner  planet. 


This  Old  Man 

Kathleen  Keenan 


and 

the  names  that  you  don’t 
call  me,  haven’t 
since  I’ve  grown, 

? 

daddy’s  girl  . . . 
give  me 
sticks  and 


stones. 


yer  loveliness 
far  outshines  anything 
that  might  be  considered 
lovely 

we  pull  the  strings  tight 

against  all  error 

i think  of  you 

when  my  mind  is  slipping 

into  unfelt  territory 

and  i know  i’m  mismatched. 

i think  of  you 

on  offdays, 

on  rafts. 

i think  especially 
of  you  then 


Andy  Ostrowski 


To  my  wife  Juanita 

Robert  X 


Within  sources  of  love. 

Between  rigidity  of  life. 

My  devotion  walks  through  violets  and  roses. 

Upon  circles  of  smiles. 

Around  rivers  of  strife. 

My  dreams  are  kissed  with  beauty  and  poses. 

Beyond  delicacy  of  passion. 
Passed  husband  and  wife. 

My  worlds  of  Juanita  forever  uncloses. 
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POEM  FOR  THE  LEFT  HAND 

Timothy  Craig 

Surely  every  separation 
has  outlived  its  usefulness. 

Somewhere  the  day-wind  washes 
the  gold  hymns  from  your  hair 

And  the  daisies’  warm  gears 
revolve  in  their  shadows. 

Am  I seeing  too  much  or 
merely  missing  too  little, 

Feeling  your  absence  as  a small 
boy  on  a very  hot  evening, 

Sitting  in  the  cool  but  out- 
going water  of  his  bath? 


□[□alaalaalcD  nlaaloQlc 


Seven  Minutes  (for  Melissa) 

Ronald  J.  De  Marco 


On  an  average  Sunday,  the  residents  of  my  small  rural  community 
known  as  Placid  Hills  rarely  take  any  notice  of  world  events,  or,  for  that 
matter,  events  much  beyond  on  our  own  outlying  farms.  Being  primarily 
a self-sustained  community  deters  a friendly  outreach  to  our  neighboring 
towns,  with  the  exception  of  the  occasional  weekend  trips  to  the  city 
for  some  “urban”  excitement. 

On  this  cool  autumn  evening,  however,  all  the  fishing  gear  is 
stored  away  in  dark  cellars,  the  empty  hunting  guns  with  polished  bar- 
rels are  hanging  in  their  racks,  and  the  bags  of  newly  fallen  leaves  are 
stacked  by  the  roadside  for  tomorrow  morning’s  garbage  pickup. 

This,  unfortunately,  is  not  a typical  Sunday.  Oh,  the  painted 
ribbons  of  fire-colored  clouds  which  stretch  along  the  width  of  the 
horizon  are  a sight  to  see,  and  the  air  is  exceptionally  easy  to  breathe, 
but  the  free  ice  cream  from  Mr.  Harper  just  doesn’t  taste  as  good  any- 
more knowing  that  it  will  be  that  last  one.  Ever. 


Six  minutes. 

The  majority  of  us  were  either  lying  on  our  family  room  floor 
watching  television  or  listening  to  the  “Sunday  Evening  Special”  on  the 
radio  when  the  announcement  was  broadcast.  It  was  the  last  thing  any- 
one had  expected  to  hear;  after  all.  Reverend  Parsons  had  just  given  a 
strong  sermon  this  morning  on  the  importance  of  passing  God  onto 
future  generations. 

So,  naturally,  when  the  emergency  broadcast  announcer  spoke, 
there  were  those  who  grabbed  their  families  and  sped  down  Route  67  in 
hopes  of  spending  their  last  precious  moments  with  a close  relative. 
Trying  to  get  to  a shelter  would  have  been  futile  because  the  nearest 
location  that  anyone  knew  about  was  nearly  thirty  miles  west  in 
Madison. 

Then  there  were  those  of  us  who  took  it  in  stride,  like  it  was  just 
another  obstacle  in  life’s  path  that  would  have  to  be  met  and  overcome. 
My  grandma  was  just  such  a person.  When  she  heard  the  news,  she 
walked  calmly  into  the  kitchen  and  began  making  a pitcher  of  pink 
lemonade. 

Meanwhile,  here  I sit  on  the  steps  of  my  front  porch  peeling  off 
loose  paint  with  my  fingernail  and  looking  at  the  frantic  people  around 
me.  If  somebody  had  asked  me  fifteen  minutes  ago  how  a certain  person 
would  respond  in  a situation  like  this,  I thought  I would  have  been  able 
to  tell  them  precisely  what  that  person  would  have  done.  I’ve  just 
proven  to  myself  that  I was  undeniably  wrong. 


Five  minutes. 


I keep  finding  myself  staring  at  the  second  hand  on  my  watch.  It 
seems  to  be  moving  a million  times  faster  than  I’ve  ever  seen  it  move 
before.  A few  years  ago,  my  friend  Charlie  asked  me  what  I’d  do  if  I 
knew  I only  had  ten  minutes  left  to  live.  I told  him  that  I’d  do  all  the 
stuff  that  I was  never  allowed  to  do  before,  but  now  that  his  scenario 
has  come  true.  I’m  not  so  sure  anymore.  I know  in  the  back  of  my 
mind  that  there’s  something  I want  to  do,  but  I’m  not  sure  what  it  is. 

I can  hear  grandma  stirring  the  pink  lemonade  in  the  kitchen,  and 
I sigh.  If  there  was  ever  a time  when  this  town  knew  an  atheist,  surely 
that  must  now  be  in  the  past.  In  the  distance  I can  hear  Reverend 
Parsons  ringing  the  church  bell,  and  I notice  the  far  off  streetlights 
beginning  to  flicker  into  existence  with  the  waning  light.  The  street  has 
emptied  out  quickly. 


Four  minutes. 

Grandma  carefully  presses  down  on  the  handle  of  the  screen  door 
with  her  elbow  and  steps  through  the  doorframe  carrying  a glass  of  pink 
juice  in  each  hand.  It  is  then  that  I suddenly  realize  what  I want  to  do 
so  badly.  I tell  grandma  that  I love  her  and  I give  her  a kiss  on  the 
cheek  before  the  screen  door  has  even  closed.  I ask  her  if  I may  take 
her  glass  of  lemonade  with  me.  This  time  she  smiles  at  me  and  doesn’t 
ask  where  I’m  going,  or  what  time  I’ll  be  back.  She  knows  the  thoughts 
and  dreams  of  the  young.  She  knows  exactly  where  I’m  going  and  what 
I intend  to  do.  In  fact,  she  knew  two  minutes  ago,  before  the  thought 
had  even  crossed  my  mind. 

I can  feel  grandma  watching  me  from  behind  as  I turn  and  walk 
rapidly  down  the  long  gravel  road.  I sense  her  longing  to  go  with  me, 
but  she  knows  that  she’s  had  her  chance,  and  now  it’s  my  turn.  I look 
back  over  my  shoulder  and  wave  to  her,  and  even  though  I can  barely 
make  out  the  spectacles  perched  atop  her  nose,  I can  still  see  the  single 
teardrop  etch  its  way  down  her  face. 


Three  minutes, 

I am  looking  at  the  fading  crimson  glow  above  the  silhouette  of 
trees  on  the  horizon  and  thinking  back  to  the  day  before  yesterday.  I 
was  at  work  in  the  general  store  when  Mary  Ann  and  I had  been  talking 
about  going  to  see  a movie  at  the  bijou  next  weekend.  Mary  Ann  is  the 
cashier  there  and  one  of  my  best  friends  in  the  whole  world.  It’s  weird 
how  a guy  and  girl  can  sometimes  communicate  better  than  two  people 
of  the  same  gender.  She  and  I talk  about  everything  from  politics  and 
weather  to  problems  with  our  relatives  and  friends.  What’s  more,  we 
always  come  away  feeling  better  once  we’ve  had  a chance  to  clear  our 
minds. 

I look  down  from  the  far  off  sunset  into  the  waves  of  the  pink 
lemonade.  I’ll  have  to  hurry  and  hope  that  I make  it  on  time. 
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Two  minutes. 

At  this  point  in  time  I realize  some  of  the  things  I could  do  in 
just  two  minutes:  I could  milk  one  of  our  cows,  or  perhaps  ride  over  to 
the  Sutter’s  farm  on  Lucas,  my  favorite  horse,  or  I could  even  say  a 
prayer  to  God  almighty.  What  I really  want  to  do,  though,  will  only 
take  a matter  of  seconds.  It’s  something  I should  have  done  a long  time 
ago,  and  something  so  important  I don’t  see  why  I didn’t  do  it  earlier. 
Come  to  think  of  it,  it’s  the  only  thing  that  I’ve  never  gotten  off  of  my 
mind. 

As  I turn  the  corner,  I see  Mary  Ann  sitting  on  the  steps  of  her 
front  porch,  her  face  covered  by  slender  fingers.  Her  shoes  lay  next  to 
her,  and  bright  red  colored  toenails  rock  back  and  forth  in  rhythm  with 
her  body.  I call  out  to  her  and  she  looks  up,  her  face  brightening  upon 
my  arrival. 


One  minute. 

I sit  down  next  to  her  and  hand  her  one  of  the  wet  glasses  of 
lemonade.  For  the  first  time  in  my  life.  I’m  at  a loss  for  words.  I don’t 
know  what  to  say  to  Mary  Ann  to  comfort  her  this  time.  All  I can  do  is 
stare  into  her  brown  eyes  and  listen  to  the  church  bell  toll  in  the 
distance. 


Thirty  seconds. 

She  breaks  the  silence  between  us  by  raising  her  glass  and  thanking 
me  for  stopping  by,  and  thanking  me  also  for  being  a good  friend.  I tap 
my  glass  against  hers  and  we  both  take  a ceremonial  sip.  I return  the 
gesture  by  saying  virtually  the  same  thing  in  different  words. 


Fifteen  seconds. 

The  tension  increases  as  we  both  peer  into  the  darkening  evening 
sky.  Only  the  insects  seem  to  be  unaware  of  the  impending  disaster  soon 
to  befall  this  peaceful  community.  I still  haven’t  said  what  I came  for, 
and  she  knows  it.  I turn  to  face  her  again  and  she  looks  back  at  me, 
smiling.  She  sets  down  her  glass  and  opens  her  arms.  I move  into  them, 
hugging  her  for  the  first  time.  I smell  the  faint  aroma  of  a perfume  I’ve 
never  noticed  before. 


Ten  seconds. 

I stop  hugging  her  and  look  into  her  eyes  again.  Quick,  I urge 
myself,  say  it  now  before  it’s  too  late.  I can  feel  my  face  flush  and  I 
suddenly  realize  that  she  knows  what  I have  wanted  to  say  all  along. 


Five  seconds. 

She  grabs  me  in  a tight  embrace  and  lightly  presses  her  lips  to  my 
cheek.  As  she  begins  to  whisper  to  me,  I realize  that  there  are  only 

Three  seconds 

left.  “I  love 

Two  seconds, 
you, 

One  second, 
too.” 


David  J.  Olson 
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First,  There  Was  Math 

David  Fountain 


First,  there  was  math 

With  Its  postulates  and  axioms, 
and  It  looked  at  Itself, 
and  It  was  pure. 

And  using  these  postulates  and  axioms, 

It  proved  Its  existence 
and  non-existence. 

And  through  Its  proofs, 

It  found  that  It  was  one 
and  alone. 

And  for  It  knew  that  one  was  a lonely  number. 
It  established  the  laws  of  physics 
and  the  properties  of  chemistry. 

And  using  these  laws  and  properties. 

It  formed  the  universe 
and  exposed  the  light. 

And  with  this  light, 

the  biology  developed, 

and  day  was  separated  from  night. 

But  this. 

It  felt 

was  not  enough. 

And  so, 

from  the  biology, 

the  creation  of  man  evolved. 

And  with  man 

came  his  discovery 

of  useful  chemistry  and  physics. 

And  in  the  light  of  these  discoveries, 
man  abuses  the  biology, 
which  is  his  existence 

and  non-existence. 


AN  IDEA  WHOSE  TIME  HAS  COME 

FROM  THE  BRANCH  TO  THE  WALL 

Robert  X 


Prior  to  my  previous  landing 
I stayed  extended  across  two  shades  of  blue 
where  the  lake  rises  and  the  sky  falls. 

My  scattered  form  is  unseen  and  stretched, 
like  a spider’s  web  built 
from  the  branch  to  the  wall. 

(“No\\>  if  my  timing  is  perfect”) 

When  the  moon  can  be  bounced,  the  earth  is  braced, 
but  the  oceans  bop. 

And  when  the  clouds  are  coerced  and  pushed  by  the  star, 
the  wind  won’t  blow  short 
till  the  dark  makes  it  stop. 

Truly  arduous  to  always  exist  or 
have  an  idea  of  nothing  at  all. 

And  prior  to  this  previous  landing  an  expression  screamed 
from  the  branch  to  the  wall. 

Since  time  makes  no  bird  fly  backward 
nor  reality  of  mind  completely  still. 

Too,  I meet  my  event 

when  yearning  for  motion  is  wished  upon  will. 

Sure  change  will  forward  a lesson  on 
by  the  journey,  the  path,  the  flight  in  us  all. 

For  the  limb  will  reach  its  own  new  state 
meddling  free  from  the  branch  to  the  wall. 

But  upon  my  landing 
across  realms  of  reason, 
to  be  one  with  Him  who  justifies  the  soul. 

We  judge  the  consciousness  of  all  living  things. 

(“I  am 
an  idea 

beginning  to  unfold.  ”) 

I’m  resting  in  a state  of  uncommon  awareness. 

Praying  in  the  dust,  nor  lost,  nor  small. 

I’m  staying  extended  across  shades  of  creation, 
to  teach  a spider  from  the  branch  to  the  wall. 

Of  imperfect  squares  and  circular  gimmicks 
to  unchanging  knowledge  of  forms  and  all. 

I quicken  the  spider  with  new  simple  desire 
of  snagging  flies  between  the  branch  and  the  wall. 
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A GANGSTER’S  CHANCE 

Robert  X 


“You  be  checkin’  me  girl  wit  jess  a UP  fear 
do  it  bline  you  babe  da  sparko  in  ma  ear? 

I pull  ma  shades  off  while’m  talkin’  ta  you 
so  you  ca’  see  in  ma  eyes  girl,  an  no  da  I’m  true 

I dig  sweet-thang  ma  air’agance  is  watcha'  foun’ 
but  dat  makes  me  da  badess  gangster  aroun’ 

At  da  co-ner  I be  stannen  wit  ma  boyz  at  ma  side 
I be  diggin’  ya  cross’  a street  at  a corder’a  five 

Check-yo  watch  nex’  time  you  cross’a  street 
den  swang  yo  hair  to  da  lef  an  watch  me  speak 

Ma  boyz’ll  be  quied  till  you  get  acrozs 
an  I be  smilin’  at  cha’  till  you  get  loss 

Cause  I ain’t  too  big,  an  I ain’t  too  bad 
if  I pa’ten  my  thoughts  was  neber  had.” 

(Wrong  side’a  town,  street  light  swayin’  like’a  dance 
creepin’  down  “cut-thoat  alley,” 

/ 

wha’sa  gangster’s  chance?) 


Victoria  Lang 


it  got  dark. 

we  sat  in  an  automobile 
windows  down 
the  radio  playing 
we  were  very  attentive, 
it  was  over 
and  we  knew  it 

an  ant  crawled  across  the  windshield 

’til  she  turned  the  wipers  on 

real  quick 

and  it  smudged. 

i ran  out  of  cigarettes 

she  had  some 

but  they  were  all  wet 

for  some  reason. 

i left 


Andy  Ostrowski 
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THE  FARMER’S  DOG 

Claire  Slepicka 


She  was  a waif  from  the  roadside  — like  so  many  others  before 
her.  Her  ribs  pronounced  her  desperate  state.  Only  hunger  forced  her 
from  the  protective  solitude  of  a clump  of  bare-branched  trees  and 
bushes.  The  damp  chill  of  last  night’s  rain  trembled  her  lank,  awkward 
frame  as  she  rose  from  one  dry,  matted  pile  of  leaves  among  the  shiny, 
wet  carpet  of  others  which  lifted  slightly  from  the  sweep  of  November 
wind. 

Today,  her  muscles  tightening,  she’d  risk  the  walk.  She’d  risk  the 
menacing  barks  of  other  unknown  dogs. 

The  old  farmer  found  her  cowering  near  the  corner  of  the  house, 
tail  between  her  legs.  He’d  pull  a bale  twine  from  his  denim  pocket  and 
put  it  around  her  thin  neck  — a sign  of  obligation.  She  wouldn’t  object. 
She’d  walk  where  he  led  her. 

Her  dinner  of  chunk  dog  food  warmed  by  chicken  broth  soothed 
her  sick  belly  and  surged  warmth  to  her  long  legs.  The  farmer  lingered 
to  watch  her  wolf  and  lap  her  food  from  a banged-up  cooking  pot.  She 
finished  with  an  appreciative  look,  tongue  sweeping  her  chops.  He  ex- 
tended warm  fingers  for  her  cold  nose  to  sniff.  Then  he  spoke  a sen- 
tence, and  the  dog  wouldn’t  forget  the  mellow  sound  of  his  voice.  She 
breathed  deeply  to  collect  his  human  scent. 

A cobwebbed  calf  pen  in  the  barn  became  her  new  nest.  Dry  straw 
she  prodded  with  her  long  nose  and  arranged  with  a digging  motion  till 
she  circled  twice  and  flopped  with  a thud  into  the  golden  mound.  The 
old,  fading  smells  of  sweet  hay  and  cow  manure  from  another  time 
spoke  nothing  profound  to  a simple  brown  dog,  but  the  wind  couldn’t 
reach  her  now,  and  for  that  reason,  she  slept  in  a snug  curl  with  her 
nose  tucked  in.  Not  a cat  walked  by.  Not  a barn  mouse. 

When  a beam  of  soft  sunlight  angled  from  the  window,  high- 
lighting strawdust  in  the  air,  the  dog  rustled  and  opened  one  eye.  Her 
ears  perked. 

In  the  distance,  the  other  dogs  barked  from  their  stations  as  a 
pick-up  truck  sloshed  steadily  along  the  mud  driveway.  Two  doors 
banged  in  succession. 

Then  more  trucks  followed  with  the  heavy  sound  of  engines  and 
doors  banging.  And  intervals  of  voices.  The  ground  reverberated  with 
plodding  footsteps.  Still  the  distant  dogs  barked. 
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The  new  dog  listened,  but  didn’t  — couldn’t  — bark.  She  was  the 
outsider  — seeking  security,  laying  low,  staying  quiet.  Her  eyes,  nervous 
and  alert,  darted  at  each  sound  while  her  head  rested  low  on  two  ex- 
tended paws.  Her  heart  pounded. 

The  sounds  increased  all  day  till  the  voices  became  a din.  Pairs  of 
men  shuffled  into  the  doorway,  at  times,  holding  steaming  styrofoam 
cups.  One  tossed  a crumpled  wrapper  smelling  of  barbequed  beef  into  a 
corner. 

The  other  dogs  quit  barking.  Now  machinery  churned.  Metal 
jangled  and  clanked.  One  man  made  two  trips  into  the  barn  to  remove 
objects  hanging  on  the  barn  walls. 

The  dog  couldn’t  rest.  She  couldn’t  call  for  her  breakfast.  She 
posed  motionless  and  uncomfortable  — grasping  for  meaning,  a tentative 
creature,  disoriented. 

Finally,  the  sounds  divided  into  intervals  again.  The  voices  faded; 
the  engines  receded.  The  weary  dog  heaved  a heavy  sigh  and  napped. 
Then  darkness  brought  a deep  silence.  Forgotten  was  her  hunger.  For- 
gotten, her  new  surroundings.  She  could  sleep. 

Her  nose  woke  her  in  the  pitch  of  dark,  even  before  she  could 
catch  the  sound  of  footsteps.  From  the  distance,  the  welcome  warm 
smell  of  chicken  broth  wafted  to  her  nostrils.  She  stretched  and  felt  an 
impulse  in  her  tail.  A flashlight  now  beamed  into  her  nest,  waving 
slightly  with  each  slow,  clomping  step. 

She  caught  the  scent  of  the  old  farmer  as  she  rose  with  a new- 
found thumping  in  her  tail.  The  pot  of  food  quite  overcame  her.  She 
gulped  and  lapped.  She  hardly  noticed  when  the  farmer  squatted  down, 
his  boots  squeaking  slightly. 

A hand  began  to  stroke  her  rhythmically.  Somehow  the  warm  tears 
that  fell  upon  her  back  were  as  mellow  as  the  sentence  he  didn’t  speak. 


Requiem:  for  Hrand  Arakilian 

Larry  Turner 


In  Laguna  Hills 

a car  swerved, 

brakes  squealed, 

the  horns  blew, 

and  the  walls  fell  down. 

The  rich  speak 
of  being  crushed  by  wealth, 
but  an  ordinary  Brinks  guard 
died  the  death  of  Midas. 

13000  dollars 
52000  quarters 
104000  bits 
26  boxes 
832  pounds 

Did  the  boxes  split? 

Did  the  quarters  ring  down 
burying  him  in  silver? 

But  quarters  aren’t  silver 
and  don’t  ring  anymore. 

He  held  the  key.  Too  late 
they  picked  the  lock 
to  get  him  out. 
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THE  OUTCAST 

Jim  Ketchum 


“If  I could  live  again”  he  said, 

“I’d  change  everything. 

I’d  ring  the  old  bells 
I’d  bring  back  the  ancient  carnival 
Anoint  us  of  the  ancient  customs 
Ancient  wisdom  and  symbols 

I’d  create  new  dances,  blazing  fires 
New  ceremonies  for  our  young  women 
Raze  the  life  and  harvest  the  cane 
Live  again 


rd  invent  passion  in  the  town 
Create  order 

Appoint  the  new  comedians 
New  warriors  to  carry  the  day 


A night  of  celebration  and  ceremony 
A concert  of  body  and  nature 
Needless  survival 
Massacre  and  Murder 


rd  poison  the  river  with  the  dead.” 


THEY 

Sara  Ann  Schaub 


into  a glaring  corner  THEY  have  painted  us 
no  more  a maine  or  a lusitania  to  remember 
seven  of  december  but  for  fleetingly 

seven  days  in  may  they  may 

though  fail  safe 
catapult 

no  arch  anarch  upstart  would  what  at  Sarajevo  was  completed 
after  four  vermilion  years 

no  victor  no  defeated  but  for  fleetingly 

some  one  night  and/or  day  THEY  may 

arc  hemispheres 

THEY  are  are  THEY  disciplining 
and/or  winning  one  titanic  struggle  over 
us  obtuseangledintoacorner  cufflinked 

muttering  multipled  utterings  amicably  and/or  otherwise 

and  yet  although  in  god  we  trust 
we  must  adjust  we  must  we  must 
and/or 

wait  until  the  paint  dries 
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Heroics 

Jane  Scoville 


He  hovers  over  you  like  some  god; 

Tanned  chest  bared  this  summer  day, 

Slim  hips  slightly  swaying, 

Muscular  thighs  twitching. 

Your  frail  body  is  perched  beneath  a tree; 

Knitted  cap  hiding  hairless  head. 

Dark  glasses  shielding  sunken  eyes. 

Mysterious  stranger  who  was  once  familiar  friend. 

He  flashes  a smile  above  us  both, 

Offers  to  bring  you  picnic  food. 

And  reels  away  in  a swirl  of  light. 

Leaving  us  in  shadow,  even  darker. 

Neighbors  meet  in  whispered  clutches; 

Wondering  why  you’ve  dared  to  darken  their  day. 
They  skirt  your  canvas  chair  and  drift  away 
To  drain  their  drinks,  to  resume  their  games. 

But  I know  why  your  cancer  can’t  yet  cancel  you; 
I’ve  heard  your  glorious  tales  of  that  blond  Adonis, 
That  shining  football  star  — Naperville’s  hero. 

Not  separate  yet 

from  the  dying  mother 

who  bore  him. 


Oh,  you  do  hang  on  — 


Ah,  heroically. 


Let’s  find  our  bed  for  tonight 
Under  stars  of  burned  delight 
Red  fires  glow 

armies 

the  rich  caravans 

Wagons  filled  vsdth  jewels  and  guarded  in  narrow  extremes 
Let  us  wait  to  fall  asleep  tangled  softly  among  ourselves 
We  live  off  the  land,  and  the  fragrance  of  our  dreams 

Jim  Ketchum 


David  J.  Olson 
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